emptying their houses into the streets and stacking their
belongings on to lorries or sledges* or whatever they'd been
lucky enough to get hold of for the purpose. In co-opera-
tion with the police, the army is looking after the whole
evacuation, both of people and property* and they seem to
be making a very good job of it. There is no rush, no
excitement—which would be more than excusable, con-
sidering the short time they had got. Everything seems to
be going most smoothly.
The people apply for transport at the police-station, and
whatever is available is handed out to applicants in rotation.
It was announced three days ago that all kinds of vehicles
had been requisitioned for evacuation purposes, and a fair
share of these seem to have found their way to Hanko,
Here and there among the rows of white camouflaged cars
and lorries I saw a black or dark-painted one which
must have been dragged out from its hibernation; it
wouldn't have been allowed on the roads a few days ago,
Going along the main street we stopped and talked to
two women* They were a widow and her daughter, who
between them had made a living running a little summer
boarding house, for Hanko was a great seaside resort. They
were waiting to be told that a lorry was ready to take their
belongings* I asked them where they were going. They
shrugged their shoulders and said they hadn't the least idea.
Hanko was their home; their little business was there; they
had been born and brought up there, and Tor them It was
the only place In the world. They had stayed there all
through the bombardments and they'd rather have stayed
through a hundred more bombardments than have to face
the future In some unknown place. For them the peace
was a catastrophe.
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